THE SCENE IS CHANGED

on Eleusinian mysteries, and bought myself in the market a
rope of garlic with which to supplement (one cannot say
neutralize) the diet. This purchase eventually had the happy
result of securing me a cabin to myself on a well-filled boat
sailing for Marseilles. I cherished my supply of the savoury
root during a voyage which took us to Syracuse and Messina,
past the brimstone-laden Stromboli and through the straits
between Sardinia and Corsica. In the customs shed of the
French port I laid out one or two Tanagra figures as my
only objects to declare ; but the douaniers ignored them and
brought to light my garlic, which they confiscated under the
heading of imported vegetable produce and doubtless ate
themselves. Athenian spring had turned to English summer
before I was back in London, all scripts for the present com-
pleted, and plans laid for a season or two of theatre ahead.
When, again, shall we ever see so far ?
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